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DORVAL  MEMOIRS 


Many  students  know  that  I  received  a  new  leather  jacket  over  the  hol- 
idays. Very  few  know  that  the  jacket  is  Greek.  Beneath  a  deceiving 
exterior  ot  rough,  dull-black  blandness,  my  jacket  conceals  an  inner 
lining  that  is  in  fact  a  wondrous  mural  of  Greek  letters,  architecture,  and  goats. 
The  exceptionally  observant  have  even  noticed  the  sturdy  round  buttons,  and 
the  wnting  etched  upon  them  in  bold  script:  DIMITRI.  The  matter  of  how  I  got 
this  unique  jacket  without  paying  a  penny  is  one  that  few  have  heard  and  none 
have  believed.  Let  me  tell  you  my  story. 

I  guess  to  fully  understand  my  story  you  first  have  to  understand  Dorval  in 
the  summertime.  It  is  a  careless,  nappy  community,  sandwiched  tight  between 
the  noise  of  the  airport  and  the  stink  of  the  St.  Lawrence.  On  muggy  summer 
evenings,  the  adults  absorb  wine  coolers  in  the  dappled  shade  of  their  sagging 
clotheslines  and  TV  antennas;  the  kids  play  organized  soccer  at  the  park  behind 
the  library.  There  was  always  one  father  during  my  childhood,  however,  that 
abandoned  the  coolers  in  favor  of  watching  our  games.  I  can't  remember  a  sin- 
gle soccer  match  from  this  antique  period,  but  I  can  remember  him:  a  tall,  dark, 
svelte  man  dashing  upland  down  the  sidelines,  waving  his  arms  theatrically, 
shouting  out  the  only  piece  of  strategy  he  could  ever  pronounce:  "Pull  da 
goalie!  Dis  is  krazi!  Pull  da  goalie!".  I  never  forget  a  face. 

Last  November,  a  full  ten  years  later,  I  sat  cursing  over  a  hockey  game  that  was  to  cost  me  two  dollars  in  Mise-0-Jeu.  Then  a 
commercial  for  a  leather-garments  store  came  on,  showing  a  tall,  energetic  man,  his  face  hauntingly-familiar  to  me:  "Quality  so 
ggghigh,  and  prices  so  low,  its  krazi!!"  1  listened  transfixed  until  the  final,  resounding  word  had  passed:  "Before  you  make  your 
selectionne,  come  to  DIMITRI!". 

It  can  be  a  highly  pleasing  experience  to  know  and  befriend  someone  who  later  becomes  famous.  My  father  knew  and  appreciat- 
ed a  budding  Frank  Zappa;  a  certain  Stormtrooper  from  the  Star  Wars  trilogy  was  a  friend  of  my  uncle's.  However,  the  novelty  of 
both  these  items  combined  cannot  compare  to  the  fact  that  the  great  Dimitn,  now  a  bovine  arch-nemesis  in  his  role  as  leather  baron 
of  the  East  Coast,  came  to  watch  me  play  soccer  when  I  was  very  young,  and  he  a  one-man  operation.  I  can  remember  Dimitri  com- 
ing to  the  field  still  stinking  of  uncured  hides,  still  grasping  needle  and  thread  and  bits  of  half-completed  garments.  Today,  his  selec- 
tion of  leather  garments  is  the  largest  in  Canada.  I  can  remember,  too,  the  year  that  Dimitri  left  my  life,  moving  his  store  to  a  larger 
building  in  the  East  End. 

Immediately  after  my  last  Christmas  exam,  I  dropped  by  Dimicri's  busy  downtown  outlet.  The  aisles  were  tight  with  anxious 
Christmas  shoppers,  but  he  recognized  me  on  sight  and  pushed  me  towards  his  office.  We  talked  about  the  golden  afternoons  we'd 
shared,  somewhere  in  time,  somewhere  in  Dorval,  and  I  left  his  store  the  owner  of  a  new  jacket. 

I  wear  my  jacket  now,  goats  and  all,  not  to  celebrate  Dimitri  or  me  but  in  celebration  of  the  fact  that  a  place  like  Dorval  could 
build  such  a  bond  between  two  people  and  sustain  it  through  the  years.  Dimitri's  gift  is  the  magical  beauty  of  my  childhood  recalled. 
My  only  sorrow  is  that  classmates  defile  my  memories  of  nim  through  their  disbelief 

•  Pat  Brown 


DEFENSIVE  MADNESS:  SENIOR  BASKETBALL  GRYPHONS 

READY  TO  MAKE  THEIR  MARK 

Judging  by  the  empty  seats  at  the  Senior  Basketball  Team's  last  home  game  (a  Selwyn  victory  against  Lasalle  Catholic),  it  is 
apparent  that  few  people  take  the  Senior  Gryphons  too  seriously  (either  that  or  few  people  care).  Well,  I  am  happy  to  say 
that  under  the  noses  of  the  rest  of  the  school,  the  Gryphons,  dressed  unfashionably  in  their  oft-recycled  uniforms,  have  won 
three  straight  league  games  and  are  poised  to  make  a  run  at  the  championship. 

This  year's  team  is  a  far  cry  from  the  fast,  smooth,  style  of  last  year's  edition  (a  team  which  went  undefeated  during  the  regular 
season).  With  hard  work,  both  on  the  part  of  the  players  and  their  coach,  Alf  "The  Genius"  Paoletti,  this  year's  team  has  acquired  a 
style  all  its  own.  This  year's  team  depends  more  on  its  scrappy,  blue  collar  defense  than  last  year's.  The  Gryphons  waste  no  time  in 
pressing  their  opponents,  forcing  numerous  turnovers  and  leading  to  opportunity  hoops.  While  defense  is  played  at  a  frenzied  pace, 
this  year's  offense  is  a  little  slower  and  more  deliberate.  While  the  Gryphons  will  look  to  run  the  ball,  more  often  than  not  they  set 
up  in  their  half-court  offense. 

This  team  cannot  match  the  backcourt  height  of  last  year's  Gryphons,  nor  can  it  match  the  offensive  skill,  but  it  can  match  the 
heart.  One  of  the  main  reasons  for  this  is  the  unconditional  enthusiasm  of  Mallar  "Primal  Scream"  Chakravarty.  When  Mallar  pulls  a 
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rebound,  swats  a  shot  away,  or  scores  a  basket,  the  distinc- 
tive "Primal  Scream"  is  heard.  The  first  lime,  I  think:,  he  scared 
half  of  his  teammates.  Certainly  "The  Genius"  was  worried 
because  he  asked  him  to  please  not  do  it  again.  In  the  absence  of 
trash  talking,  a  method  used  by  many  other  teams,  Mallar  has 
found  a  new  method  of  sub-verbally  intimidating  opponents. 

Speaking  of  intimidation,  what  could  be  more  intimidating 
than  the  three  giants  that  the  Gryphons  start?  Guillaume  Corpart 
is  a  rebounding  machine  under  the  hoop,  converting  many  offen- 
sive rebounds  into  easy  points.  I'm  waiting  for  him  perform  an 
in  your  face  monster  jam  and  shatter  the  backboard  a  la 
Shaquille  O'Neal.  Brad  White,  the  friendly  giant,  is  character- 
ized by  his  sideburns  and  a  desire  to  play  away  from  the  hoop 
and  shoot  threes.  When  he  is  on  a  roll,  he  is  deadly.  What  he 
lacks  in  physical  intimidation,  he  makes  up  for  in  his  shooting. 
The  swish  of  his  frequent  three  point  shots  throws  fear  into  the 
hearts  of  opponents.  Finally,  he's  big,  he's  bad,  and  he's  hungry 
for  a  basketball  title.  He's  Chris  "The  Viking"  Gayton.  Chris  has 
brought  his  now  famous  ruthless  football  style  to  the  hardwood. 
He  rebounds,  he  scores,  and  though  far  from  the  prettiest  of 
players,  he  gets  the  job  done. 

Selwyn  House's  starting  backcourt  is  composed  of  two  indi- 
viduals who  are  about  as  different  as  you  can  get.  First,  there  is 
Marcus  "Mister  Juwan  Howard  Look  alike"  (Who  gave  him  that 
name  anyway?)  Daniels.  Quiet  and  soft-spoken,  he  lets  his 
actions  on  the  court  speak  for  him.  Marcus  learned  the  game  in 


the  projects  of  Nuns  Island.  He  credits  his  success  on  the  floor  to 
Mr.  Marty  Boyle,  a  man  who  forced  him  onto  the  Community 
Center  court,  when  he  kicked  him  out  of  the  local  swimming 
pool.  This  was  where  Marcus  developed  his  mechanically  defi- 
cient, but  effective  shot.  The  "Genius"  is  not  complaining.  Stuart 
Weigensberg  is  anything  but  quiet.  Always  outspoken,  his  play- 
ing says  as  much  as  his  mouth.  His  quickness  and  defensive 
sense  force  numerous  turnovers.  He  also  is  quick  to  get  down 
the  court  and  scores  many  of  the  team's  fastbreak  points  on 
layups. 

Finally,  what  would  the  Gryphons  be  without  their  small,  but 
vocal  (vocal  for  ten  people),  cheering  section.  Mr.  TurcLsky  and 
his  sidekick  Dr.  White  arc  always  yeUing  encouragement,  or  just 
yelling.  Mr.  Turelsky's  presence  is  always  fell,  particularly  when 
a  referee  blows  a  call.  Dr.  White  directs  his  voice  at  his  son 
Bradley,  particularly  when  the  latter  throws  up  an  airball  or 
commits  some  other  gaffe.  There  is  also  the  small  student  con- 
tingent led  by  the  antics  of  Mark  Belanger  and  the  inspiring 
presence  of  Eric  Charlemagne.  Conspicuous  by  his  absence  has 
been  Gregory  the  Gryphon. 

This  year's  team  definitely  has  a  unique  personality.  While 
personaUty  does  not  win  championships,  defense  and  hard  work 
do.  The  Gryphons  have  worked  hard.  Should  this  keep  up  (and 
there  is  no  reason  to  think  it  will  not)  the  team  definitely  has  a 
realistic  shot  at  winning  the  city  championship.  Maybe  that 
would  be  worth  mentioning  at  lunch. 

•  David  Turestsky 


The  Heart  of 

Selwyn:  Marc 

Krushelnyski's 

Office 

As  I  sit  here  in  my  room  at  my 
cluttered  desk,  a  particularper- 
son  comes  to  mind.  Believe  it 
or  not  this  one  individual,  or  shall  I  say 
man,  and  his  office  are  the  true  heart  of 
Selwyn  House  School.  Yes,  it  is  Marc  and 
his  office. 

If  you  have  never  been  inside  the 
office  of  this  great  man  then  you  have  not 
experienced  thehuge  need  to  do  some 
serious  spring  cleaning.  As  you  walk  into 
the  office  you  can  not  help  but  trip  over 
stacks  of  papers  and  perhaps  the  blue- 
prints to  the  building.  Mark's  office  is  a 
special  kind  of  mess.  He  has  everything 
dated,  and  if  you  asked  him  to  find  a  bill 
for  plywood  from  three  months  ago  he 
finds  it  in  a  few  minutes. 

You  are  probably  wondering  why  I 
am  writing  about  Marc  and  why  I  think 
he  is  such  a  great  person.  Although  Marc 
is  exactly  the  same  person  that  I  have 
always  known,  his  office  has  suffered 
many  structural  changes  that  have  done 


nothing  to  improve  his  organizational 
dilemma.  Marc's  problem  is  that  his 
office  is  a  mess.  Even  now,  with  a  com- 
puter in  his  office,  he  has  the  same  filing 
system  as  before. 

Enough  of  Marc's  office;  it  is  time  to 
get  down  to  the  point  of  my  article.  The 
reason  I  am  writing  about  Marcis  that 
without  him,  Selwyn  House  School  would 
not  be  as  reputable  a  school  as  it  is. 
Without  Marc  our  school  would  be  in  a 
shambles  due  to  the  graffiti  that  is  some- 
times accidentally  put  on  the  walls  and 
the  doors  of  our  lockers  that  are  on  occa- 
sion kicked  in  if  there  is  an  overload  of 
junk  that  happens  to  fall  out.  I  would  like 
to  congratulate  Marc  on  keeping  our 
school  looking  as  clean  as  it  does. 

You  may  deny  that  Marc  keeps  our 
school  in  impeccable  order,  but  without 
Marc  the  things  that  only  half  work  would 
not  work  at  all.  Yes,  Marc  truly  is  a  Saint 
of  a  superintendent.  Marc  truly  deserves 
the  super  part  of  the  word  superintendent. 

Marc  also  is  a  star  set  designer  for  our 
school  plays,  and  every  year  his  magnifi- 
cent sets  attract  hundreds  of  people  who 
are  then  blown  away  by  the  amazing 
lighting  effects  produced  by  the  stupen- 
dous technical  crew. 

For  as  long  as  I  have  been  at  Selwyn, 
if  there  was  ever  a  problem  or  if  a  desk 


was  broken  Marc  has  always  been  the 
first  to  know.  Yes,  he  sometimes  even 
knows  more  than  Mr.  Wearing,  who,  as 
we  know,  is  an  omniscient  force  that  sur- 
rounds the  students  in  the  senior  school. 
Marc  is  the  only  person  in  our  school  who 
knows  the  names  of  more  students  than 
Mr.  Wearing  and  Mr.  Dowd  combined. 
Marc  has  more  power  over  students  than 
Mr.  Litvack  and  is  faster  to  get  a  job  done 
than  Mr.  Maurovich.  Marc  has  missed 
fewer  days  than  I  have,  that  is  because  of 
a  screw  up  in  the  counting  depart- 
ment(0-t-0?^2).  Marc  is  truly  a  superbeing 
in  disguise. 

Those  of  you  who  have  been  unfortu- 
nate enough  never  to  have  wi  messed 
Marc  in  action  should  show  up  over  our 
March  break  to  help  with  the  building  of 
the  set  for  the  Senior  Production  of  A 
Few  Good  Men.  You  will  probably  be 
fortunate  enough  to  see  Marc  find  a  pin, 
from  the  depths  of  his  office,  that  will 
hold  together  the  entire  set,  then  he  will 
tell  you  that  you  must  have  closed  your 
eyes  when  you  entered  his  office  for  you 
not  to  have  to  have  seen  it. 

Marc,  before  I  leave  this  building  for 
good  I  would  like  to  thank  you  for  all  the 
wonderful  things  that  you  have  done  for 
us  at  Selwyn  House  School. 

•  Peter  McEntyre 
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II  is  a  little  sad,  not  to  mention  unsettling,  to  see  today's  young  ski  racers  act  on  raceday.  Outfitted  in  the  latest  ski  equipment, 
these  kids  would  resemble  Alberto  Tomba  if  it  weren't  for  their  lack  of  facial  hair  and  quadriceps,  not  to  mention  their  chick- 
en-wing technique.  I'm  not  exactly  sure  when  the  change  occurred,  but  nowadays  winning  has  replaced  simply  competing 
and  having  fun.  Nancy-Green  level  racers  (8-10  yrs  old)  have  been  known  to  swear  after  posting  mediocre  results,  and  many  are 
showing  signs  of  burnout  which,  at  their  age,  is  quite  unusual.  How  did  this  happen?  When  I  was  their  age,  having  a  blast  was  a  pri- 
ority while  doing  well  was  a  side-effect  of  doing  my  best,  something  which  either  has  not  been  learned  or  has  been  pushed  aside  by 
the  aspiring  competitors  of  today. 

The  pressure  to  excel  comes  from  all  sides,  including  parents  and  coaches.  I  recently  spoke  with  a  relative  whose  son  is  in  the 
local  race  program.  Apparently,  the  first  day  his  son  skiied  with  the  group  the  coach  took  the  dad  aside  and  told  him  that  he  was 
"holding  up  the  team,"  and  was  "too  slow  to  keep  up".  I  think  the  instructor  has  missed  the  entire  point  of  the  Laurentian  ski  league, 
and  especially  of  the  Nancy-Greene  program.  Fostering  a  sense  of  team  unity  and  of  support  for  fellow  team  members  should  be  his 
goal,  and  not  trying  to  win  at  the  expense  of  slower  kids.  (By  the  end  of  the  week  the  kid  had  improved  to  the  point  that  he  was  now 
ahead  of  his  group,  which  promptly  shut  the  coach's  mouth) 

There's  a  fine  line  between  a  supportive  parent  and  a  wanna-be  coach.  Parents  are  there  to  provide  emotional  support  and  a 
warm  quilt  at  the  finish,  and  not  to  analyze  the  first  run  or  compare  their  kid  to  other  racers.  Some  parents  are  quite  obnoxious  and 
even  threatening  towards  those  racers  unfortunate  enough  to  have  a  better  time  than  their  kid. 

Winning  at  all  costs  is  a  sentiment  that's  slowly  taking  root  in  the  minds  of  the  coaches,  the  parents,  and  most  disturbing  of  them 
all,  the  racers  themselves.  Easing  the  need  to  succeed,  combined  with  an  emphasis  on  sportsmanship  should  be  impressed  upon  them 
at  an  early  age  so  that  they  may  have  as  carefree  and  fun  a  time  as  I  had  when  I  was  their  age. 

•  Shawn  Bonny 


Founder's  Day 

Allow  me  to  pull  you  back  a  few  months, 
out  of  the  depths  of  winter  and  back  to 
the  monotonous  month  of  November. 
Specifically,  allow  me  to  bring  you  back  to 
November  3.  Flipping  through  your  handy  Selwyn 
House  calendar,  you  might  have  noticed  this  day  has 
been  dubbed  "Founder's  Day".  Now  for  those  who 
have  served  a  full  eleven-year  sentence  at  this  fine 
institution,  this  day  means  one  thing:  a  chance  to 
miss  a  class  or  two  and  sleep  through  boring  speech- 
es. But  for  the  new  student,  it  is  something  else 
entirely.  It  is  a  celebration  of  history,  a  tribute  to 
those  who  have  gone  before.  Walking  out  of  my  first 
founder's  day  assembly,  I  was  filled  with  awe  for  the 
grand  tradition  which  oozed  out  with  every  word. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  is  also  a  whole  heap  of  good 
'ole  manure.  What  you  missed  while  you  slept  was  a 
great  deal  of  sermonizing  on  the  superiority  of 
Selwyn  to  all  others.  Coming  from  a  similar  school,  I 
have  heard  these  lines  before.  It  is  remarkable  how 
every  private  school  (and  some  pubhc  ones  too) 
thinks  it  has  the  greatest  education  going.  This  is  not 
ego,  it's  propaganda.  With  words  like  "Preparing  you 
for  the  competitive  workplace"  and  "A  well-rounded 
education,"  we  are  placated  into  believing  that  a 
lovely,  high-paying  job  will  be  ours  to  take.  More 
importantly,  our  parents  are  assured  that  tuition  is 
being  well  spentfor  the  future.  I  do  not  question  that 
the  name  Selwyn  House  on  a  resume  is  a  great  bene- 
fit, but  when  the  Japanese  are  having  us  for  lunch  in 
every  subject  I  doubt  our  invincibility. 

•  Laurens  Beran 


People  tacitly  submit  to  others,  and  what  is  "correct".  It  is 
so  much  easier  to  be  intellectually  indolent  than  it  is  to 
question  and  fear.  Hidden  glaringly  in  everybody  is  fear;  a 
trembling  fear  of  being  alone,  of  relying  on  oneself  only.  The  u-end 
today  is  called  political  correctness.  It  is  not  a  new  concept;  George 
Orwell  complained  of  a  similar  disease  which  he  named,  because  no 
euphemism  existed  then,  nationalism.  Ayn  Rand  built  her  life 
around  the  concept  of  choosing  for  oneself  and  ignonng  the  habit  of 
accepting  the  "correct"  and  borrowed.  People  today  plead  the  vic- 
tim complex,  but  it  is  deeper  than  that.  The  most  frequent  argument 
used  in  disarming  words,  minds,  and  traditions  is  that  they  are 
offending.  The  only  way  people  become  offended  is  if  they  feel 
threatened;  so  threatened  that  they  become  violently  defensive.  That 
someone  is  offended  by  a  Christmas  tree  in  a  hospital  and  demands 
that  it  be  hidden  or  destroyed  makes  me  tremendously  sad.  Why  are 
these  people  so  insecure  about  their  reUgion  being  undermined  by  a 
Christmas  tree  that  they  have  to  deny  that  it  exists?  Who  is  really 
being  offended,  after  all? 

This  narrow  neutrality  is  crippling  society  and  exposes  funda- 
mental flaws  in  logic.  The  principle  in  being  offended  by  anything 
that  isn't  in  full  harmony  with  one's  own  behefs  is  volatile.  Who's 
to  say  that  since  preference  in  colour  exists,  the  only  two  colours 
that  should  exist  are  white,  which  neutrally  contains  every  colour, 
and  black,  which  is  the  unbiased  absence  of  colour?  That  way,  no 
one  is  imposing  any  unruly  colour  on  some  unfortunate  victim;  no 
one  except  me,  because  I  want  my  indigo.  Or,  should  an  aihiest 
have  the  right  to  demand  that  chadors  and  crosses  be  banned, 
because  it  offends  him  (  or  HER  )  and  disagrees  with  his  personal 
views?  A  Christmas  tree  does  not  stop  anyone  from  being  a 
Muslim,  or  a  Satanist ;  since  one  has  a  right  to  any  religion,  he 
should  not  worry  about  following  it  as  long  as  he  believes  in  it.  I 
don't  threaten  anyone;  I  merely  am.  Others  feel  threatened  because 
they  aren't  comfortable  with  what  they  are. 

Maybe  I  am  bitter  and  resent  too  much;  I  have  heard  thai 
before,  often.  I  prefer  to  think  that  I  am  socially  imptncni.  so  that  I 
will  be  entitled  to  one  of  the  too  many  support  groups. 

•  Pierre  Covo 
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